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Summary: Deadpool has a version in all universes, including Zootopia! After being a guinea pig for the Night Howler drug, burn survivor Wade Wilson uses his new painfully-gotten abilities to become the mafia's best muscle. However, being used and censored has left him pissed and determined to take out the newly-revealed Bellwether, but a certain duo takes the case to stop him.





	1. The New Case

All was calm throughout the dimly lit streets of downtown Zootopia. After the 'savage scare' caused by the Night Howler drugs, unity between predator and prey has never been stronger. More trust and respect are given to and by both types all thanks to the new faces of the ZPD. However, their job is never quite finished because there were still some unsavory souls that roamed the streets.

Taking advantage of the less populated night, Doug, the ram responsible for the savage attacks, trudged down the boulevard toward his apartment. Unfortunately, even the late hours were too crowded for comfort, a good number of nocturnal folk still did most of their activities then.

It wasn't too long before the criminal made it, unnoticed, to his home. The red building stood out in the dimmer light and faint hissing noises could be heard coming from the side. Judging by the thin sound, it was probably just some teenagers tagging the wall.

"Ugh... predators, no doubt." He grumbled under his breath. Even with the newly reinforced peace, he still held a strong grudge against all predator species.

As he entered the lobby, despite it being deserted, the stout ram still felt like he was being watched. He picked up his walking pace and headed for the elevators. In a few, brief moments, he finally made it to his floor and completed the journey home. Stepping inside, Doug placed down his pullover coat and tossed his hat onto the couch where he then sat down. The apartment was the furthest thing from tidy. All sorts of clothes, pizza boxes, and chemistry books cluttered the floor.

Being indifferent to it all, he reached next to him and unfolded a crumpled newspaper. It was an old copy, dated at the time where the Night Howler case was solved. On the headlines were Nick Wilde and Judy Hopps, standing as partners for the camera. From obvious disdain, the picture had been ruined with red markings angrily scratched onto their faces. Giving a disgruntled snort, he flipped the page to the Classifieds in search of a new job. Luckily, former mayor Bellwether wasn't given a deal to name names so his part isn't a well-known fact.

His eye caught an ad for a Chemistry teacher at the local high school, so it seemed to be something up his alley. He was just about to reach for a pencil to mark it when the newspaper suddenly tore straight down the middle. Letting the halves fall onto the ground, the startled goat slowly looked up to see a Jack Russell Terrier dressed from ear to paw in red and black Spandex. His eyes were concealed by the two thin, white screens that were part of the mask. In his hand was a hard-plastic sword pick shaped into a katana, probably taken from an elephant restaurant from the life-sized appearance of it. A second one rested in a sheath strapped to his back.

"W-wade..." The goat breathed nervously, "what're you doing here? I already paid Mr. Big the money to keep quiet about my involvement."

The canine raised an eye before snatching his associate by the collar of his shirt. "I'm not here because of the rodent..." he explained, gritting his teeth.

"Then what is it you want?" the ram asked.

Using a paw to grip the bottom of the mask, Wade pulled it above his head, revealing his face to be badly damaged. His fur had been missing, replaced by severe burn injuries that were permanent. The tip of his left ear was also gone, seemingly bitten off by another predator.

"I want some freaking sunscreen, Doug!" He barked, teeth bared. His eyes then snapped open, questioningly. "Did I really just say 'freaking'?" Shaking a gloved fist, Wade yelled at the roof. "Can't let me drop one F-Bomb, can you!?"

At this point, Doug had became incredibly worried with the mental state of his interrogator. "W-who are you talking to!?"

Wade slowly looked down at him and squinted his eyes. "The guy who wrote this next part."

Without skipping a beat, he hoisted the ram off his feet and ran straight toward the far window, tossing him through the glass. With frightened bleating, Doug fell twelve stories followed by the frantic honking of drivers who were unfortunate enough to have seen his body fall.

From the other side of the window, Wade peered down on the streets below. "Heh, ok, I can understand not showing THAT." He reasoned. "I mean, look at all the blood... so much blood... lots..."

As if another person were in the room, Wade heard a second conscience speak to him. **_Wade, was that really necessary? _**The voice spoke.

"Disney?!" Wade gasped, eyes wide and bubbly. "Could it truly be?!"

The voice just sighed. _**... yes. Same as all the other times before...**_

Under the mask, the antihero giggled like a scoolgirl, he was actually talking to the guy that made all of it possible.

_**You do know we could have interrogated him into giving up where she is, right?**_

"Please~" he retorted. "The only info 'Lamb Chop' could have given us was the phone number to Subway." Pulling the mask down over his face, he made his way back to the couch to rummage through the piles of paper. In little time, he found what he had been looking for.

_**Found anything you were looking for?**_

"That's what it says above." Wade replied. He lifted a grimy picture covered in pizza grease. It was of the former mayor, Dawn Bellwether, being arrested. "Well, I just found my long lost pincushion."

* * *

><p><em>[Later that night]<em>

A small fleet of ZPD squad cars had parked just outside the apartment complex. An ambulance carrying Doug had just left for the hospital. Beyond the police tape, Chief Bogo and the majority of Zootopia's finest were searching the area for any clues as to how this could have happened.

A seventh squad car pulled up and parked alongside the others. Officers Nick Wilde and Judy Hopps got out and headed to join their co-workers at the scene.

"Wilde. Hopps," Bogo called, slightly annoyed they were the last to show up. "I'd ask what too so long, but there are more important things than bad traffic."

"Sorry, Chief." Judy solemnly apologized. She silently looked to Nick accusingly, "We had to stop a certain con artist's popsicle scheme."

Pulling a recently finished popsicle stick from his mouth, Nick gave a slight smile and shrug before tossing it to the side.

"You seem to joke a lot more now with your partner around, Judy..." the Water Buffalo leaned in, breathing heavily with irritation, "... don't make me... regret... it."

Judy nodded. "Yes sir."

"Good. Now, gather all that you can from the crime scene." He then started walking back to his vehicle before looking back. "And you may want to look at THAT." He finished, pointing to the side of the building.

After Bogo's car pulled out, Nick and Judy slowly walked around the front and into the alley. They then looked up at the side and saw a large red and black symbol that resembled a mask with two windows as the eyes.

"Well, Carrots." Nick said, trying to lighten up the mood, "this definitely could be more important than traffic."

* * *

><p><strong>Phew. Finally got over the laziness to write again. <strong>**Sorry, I just HAD to make this crossover, i didn't see another one that's why and I love both movies! **

**For people reading 'Phil', I'm sorry it's taking so long, had writer's block, I'll try get back on it ASAP. ^^**


	2. Perfect Morning

The morning light seeped through the the only window in Judy's compact apartment. In a few, short moments, the sound of her smart phone's alarm filled her sensitive ears. She had set it early, but didn't feel like moving just yet, having just found the perfect position to sleep. Just after closing her eyes, a throaty grumble made them creak open and look to the side.

With a special happiness only brought about by perfect mornings, she quietly chuckled. "You're the only alarm I'll ever need, Nick." she said, smiling at her sleeping partner who had moved in since trying to quit his con-artist ways. Although she always felt secretly bad that he slept on the floor, the fox had never felt so much at home in a long time.

Springing to her feet, the bunny got off the bed and moved towards him. She could not hold back another chuckle, seeing his ears twitch whenever he'd snore again. She always found that to be one of his most adorable traits. Kneeling down, Judy placed her paws on his stomach and began to shake him.

"Nick... Nick," she repeated. After a few more shakes, she felt his body begin to shift. Before she had enough time to dodge, his arm stretched over and recoiled, pulling her in close. "Nick, your arm... oh, five more minutes I guess." she sighed, shaking her head at the exhausted confox. Knowing he wasn't getting up a moment too soon, she smiled warmly and rested her head on his chest, falling into a deep sleep.

_[MUCH later]_

"Carrots..." a voice spoke. Judy opened her purple eyes and saw Nick standing above her with a plate of steamed carrots. "Some carrots... for Carrots." He joked, smiling widely.

Judy sat up and smiled with a raised eyebrow. "That's a bad joke, Nick. Even for you."

The fox returned her smile as he crouched to her level. "Well," he teased, "at least you're not a bad pillow."

The rabbit covered her eyes in embarrassment, she was too tired to even remember that and waved it off as just a dream. She would have burst out laughing if a terrible fear hadn't beaten it to the punch. It was nearly an hour and a half past their check-in times.

"Oh no!" she cried. Grabbing her police vest and dart gun, she ran past Nick to the door. "We're running late, c'mon!"

Holding the plate in one hand, Nick reached out and blocked her way. "Bogo said to take the day off."

Judy took a step back in surprise. "He did?" she wondered, "Why? What about the case?"

"Said you'd be more trouble than help if you came in half-asleep," he replied. "Why did you spend all night at the precinct, working?"

Judy had lots of surprise in her eyes. "How did you-?... Hmm... Clawhauser..."

Nick gave a toothy smile before ruffling the fur on Judy's head. "Yep. Truly dastardly. No one's that nice."

"Stop~" Judy scolded, playfully pushing his paw away. "Still, I can't say I'm not glad Bogo gave us the day off."

"Well... not 'us'." Nick corrected. He slipped his uniform over a sleeveless shirt and snatched his sunglasses from the dresser.

Judy's smile slowly sank. She would have loved a day off, but she enjoyed Nick's company even more. "Want me to tag along?" she asked.

"Still emotional, dumb bunny." Nick smiled. "I promise to be fine. Besides, looks like a sunny day out." That being said, he adjusted the glasses over his eyes and walked out of the apartment.

"See ya, sly fox!" she called out from the doorway.

"HEY, KEEP IT DOWN!" The side wall shook. Apparently, the roommates next door did have a volume limit.

* * *

><p><em>[On the roof of Saharan Styles, across the street from the ZPD 1st precinct]<em>

"Well, well, well," Wade cooed, kneeling on the edge. He eyed the layout of the police building, "What are the chances of bribing them all with doughnuts without breaking my bank?"

**I really think that's just a stereotype, Wade. **Disney's voice reasoned.

"Well then, Walt, you shouldn't have made the doughnut-dunking Clawhauser." He squinted into the precinct lobby and spotted the said tiger, happily eating his pastries. Reaching into his back pocket, he took out the picture of Bellwether. "Time to find out which hoosegow they've taken our pencil-pushing dragon lady."

Wade got to his feet, making sure to tug at his suit to prevent it from riding up. He reached his paw to touch a symbol on his wrist watch before suddenly turning around to face us... wait. What?

"Thanks for the intro." he said, leaning in to the invisible screen. "As for you readers, a little PSA." He took a few steps back and now had the Zootopian flag waving dramatically behind him. "We don't condone plotting against the authorities, they work hard to keep us safe..." The sudden noise of a record scratching caused the flag to fall flat down, "Plus, that's MY job!" He finished, pointing a victorious thumb at his head.

As if nothing had happened, the dog spun back around and placed a hand on the watch with a wagging tail. "Waka waka!" He pressed the glowing mask emblem etched onto it and, in a blue flash, vanished from the spot.

* * *

><p><strong>Just wanted to say, thanks for all the feedback, it's really encouraging! I'm glad you all are liking this. ^^<strong>

**And in case you were wondering, the 'Pool did have a teleportation watch in the comics, just didn't use it too often. :P**


	3. Police Department Brawl

A loud whoosh echoed from within the second floor elevator. Shortly after, the doors slid open with Wade standing inside, adjusting the mask off his muzzle, only hiding his eyes and above. He poked his head out and checked for any cops that may have been wandering nearby. Seeing no one, he grinned brightly, "Top floor: Lingerie and housewares."

Being cautious not to set off any alarm, he barreled down the hallway like there was no tomorrow. At the end of the hall, Chief Bogo's office was in plain sight. Nearing the door, Wade just how high up the doorknob was. Rolling his eyes, he gripped the teleport watch and vanished before reappearing inside the room.

"Ok, note to self," he vowed, "Lose the teleport. Makes these things WAY too easy."

**Does this mean you'll be returning it to Stork Industries? **Disney wondered.

"I dunno..." Wade replied, shuffling through Bogo's desk drawers. "I don't think Tony would like finding out I played with his toys." His eyes suddenly lit up as he noticed a folder with Bellwether's name on the tag. "Wow, that was easier than I thought."

His happy moment was short-lived as he heard the click of the doorknob opening. The towering water buffalo in charge stepped through and immediately looked down at the costumed criminal.

That was when the voice in Wade's head threw up a red flag. **Something tells me he knew you were in here.**

Wade, knowing how to be witty, looked around with a confused look. "Why, this isn't the bathroom!"

"Save it." Bogo ordered, adding a touch of poison to his words. "You weren't exactly stealthy back there."

Behind him, a group of fellow officers had gathered around, made of lions, tigers, and bears.

"Oh my..." Wade mumbled, seeing the mob. He was just about to use the watch again before deciding against it. "Ya know what?" He growled, behind bared teeth, "I haven't used these babies since chapter one." He held the grips of his katanas, slowly lifting them up and then bit down on the corner of Bellwether's file, making sure to take it with him.

Bogo narrowed his eyes. "Don't do anything stupid."

"STUPID'S MY MIDDLE NAME!" Wade shouted, muffled with his mouth full. He quickly flipped his swords into a ready position. "Say hello to Big Stabby and Other Stabby!" He then charged at towards the door, indifferent to the larger animals that blocked his way.

Wade jumped and pushed off the doorway, giving himself the needed height to land square onto Bogo's horns, and with incredible acrobatics, he got to work. In a red blur, he jumped from officer to officer. He scratched a polar bear in the nose with a sword and dodged a tiger's arm trying to grab at him. Then, using Officer Francine's trunk, he surfed down and launched himself, drop-kicking a wolf to the floor.

Seeing him mow through the ranks, Chief Bogo grabbed his police radio to bring reinforcements. "We've got a 10-91V, and an officer down. Send backup!"

"10-4, Chief!" Nick's voice responded from the speaker.

With a clear shot to the elevators, Wade ran forward, only to be stopped by the doors before he got close. Standing inside was Officer Wilde, holding up a dart gun in one hand, and a baton in the other.

"Well, about time." Wade said, nodding his head approvingly with his arms crossed. "I can pick on someone my own size." He sheathed one of his swords and held the other with both hands.

With a gleam of his sunglasses, Nick rushed out of the elevator and shot two tranquilizer darts toward the intruder. Wade responded by deflecting both of them to the side which made one of the darts hit a tiger in the leg, causing him to fall to the ground, unconscious.

"HEADS UP!" he yelled. Stepping forward, he spun around and dropped the blade in a downward slice onto the tiger's neck. With fast reflexes, Nick flipped his baton backwards to cover his forearm and used it to block the attack. Wade's eyes narrowed down toward Nick, irritated, as he tightened his grip on the sword, "Killjoy."

"Are you... crazy?" Nick asked, struggling against Wade's surprising strength.

Wade beamed a smile, "Nope. My reality is just a bit different than yours." Letting go of the sword with one paw, he stunned Nick with a vicious punch to the nose and took his dart gun. He followed up with a kick to the stomach that sent the fox sliding into the open elevator, knocking the wind out of him.

Before Nick could get up, Wade threw his katana, making it stab into the elevator call button. "You lose~" he teased, winking just before the metal doors closed. He then pulled the sword from the button and sheathed it. With the other officers closing in, Wade leapt from the second floor ledge, hoping to land on his feet. Unfortunately, he forgot to stick the landing and was falling head-first. His eyes bulged open in surprise as he screamed. "OUCHIE!"

_CRACK! _He fell hard onto the marble floor. Looking from the central desk, Benjamin Clawhauser had a look of complete shock and horror.

"O-oh my..." he breathed, standing up slowly. "Are you ok? Tell me your ok, sir..."

Wade placed his paws on either side of his body and pushed off the ground. With a loud _POP! _he managed to get his head out of the floor. Underneath, the large dent left by his face engraved the shape of his muzzle. Gliding down, Bellwether's criminal record folder landed softly in front of his crossed eyes.

"Look, ma!" He slurred, hysterically, "No hands!" Snapping out of the concussion, he shook his head and snatched the folder, grimacing when he felt his own drool on it. He ran outside before the stout cheetah could have helped him up.

He squinted as the warm sunlight shone brightly, he had forgotten how early it was. All around, he could see more police officers cornering him, but was too comfortable in the perfect temperature to not smile. The officers had all of their tranquilizers focused on him and were confused by his cheerful attitude at the moment. Even Judy raised a questioning eyebrow as the entire scene was being filmed by ZNN News. That was when one of the on-site journalists spoke up.

"Sir, what's your name?" The beaver asked, raising a microphone.

"My name?..." Wade asked, looking directly at the moving camera. His eyes arched with a smile and cheeks with blush, as he threw up a peace sign. "Deadpooch is the name, and my game is gettin' paid!"

In her apartment, Judy watched with a clenched fist. She would have loved to be down there, arresting him. Before she changed the channel, she saw Nick exit from the building and stand behind Wade, holding a pair of handcuffs.

"Well, you're under arrest, 'Deadpooch', for assault on an officer and stealing private information!" Nick exclaimed.

"Aren't you just a regular trooper?" Wade retorted with a tilted head. Nick walked behind and reached to handcuff him before Wade suddenly raised his arm, the one with the teleportation watch. "I don't think so...," he scolded with a sly grin, "I've got places to be." He held the criminal file in his jaws again and pressed his symbol on the watch.

As soon as he disappeared, there was nothing but silence. Even the snow leopard anchorwoman was speechless in the studio as the camera was filming.

Judy stared in disbelief at the television screen. "Wha-?... Where'd he go?"

Nick was still standing with the handcuffs out, frozen in shock. "Huh... that's a new one..."

The silence became overwhelming until, suddenly, the taunting honks of a squad car drew the attention of cameras and animals alike. In the driver's seat, sat the spandex-clad Terrier, waving childishly at Nick while revving the engine. Not waiting for anyone to react, he politely flipped on his turn signal while peeling out, crashing through two or five other squad cars.

Chief Bogo walked out of the building in time to see his car being hijacked. He held up his police radio and barked orders yet again. "All units, get in pursuit. Suspect is armed."

**Wade,** Disney spoke,** do you really want to drag the entire police department in a chase?**

The newly named Deadpooch just laughed and spit the criminal file onto the passenger's seat. Taking advantage of the heavy winds, he rolled down the window and stretched his head through. Instantly, it became one of the best moments in his life, going over a hundred miles-an-hour, his tongue waving in the wind, and a fleet of ZPD on his tail.

* * *

><p><strong>I'm still pretty new at writing action scenes, but I hope you guys like it. :)<strong>

**Oh, and I'm open to any suggestions you guys may want to share that could make it more interesting. Just remember, it may be Deadpool, but he still follows some physical rules of this universe, one being no swearing. So just keep it T-for-Teens. ^^**

**Fun Fact: In case you didn't know, a 10-91V is "Violent animal" on police radio. :D**


	4. Road Rage

The masked Terrier snapped out of the trance when a tranquilizer dart whistled by. "Phew. That was too close for comfort." he noted, pulling his head back into the car. That was when he remembered what all this was for. He had one goal and he did not want it to slide away, being chased by the fuzz.

Slightly bored, he looked around and saw the squad car police radio hanging from its plastic wire next to the rear-view mirror. Certainly not wanting to waste this divine opportunity, he clutched the mic and pulled it toward him. On his head, he suddenly wore a black trucker's cap backwards with the word 'DEADPOOCH' scribbled in red on the front. The hat fit perfectly with enough space to not irritate his ears, and the cops chasing him heard Bogo's radio abruptly crackle to life.

"Hoo-wee!" Wade shouted in a mock Southern accent. "High time I put the peddle ta the meddle, boys, 'cuz I see blue lights in my rear-view and I'm smellin' some bacon!"

Within one of the the squad cars nearest to him, Chief Bogo sat in the passenger's seat while Francine drove. He grabbed the radio inside and called out. "Park the vehicle and give yourself up, Deadpooch! Don't make this worse than it already is!"

Wade, not being the surrendering type, pushed open the glove compartment and fumbled inside for anything of use. His paw found Bogo's second sidearm and yanked it out. Moving his eyes over to where he holstered Nick's weapon, he gave an impressed whistle and nodded in content. "Now we're talking." he said to himself.

**Just try not to cause a wreck, there are mammals around. **Disney warned.

"'course not, Walt. I'm always careful." Wade then turned to the back seat, looking at the same invisible camera as before. He simply shook his head, _'__No I'm_ _not.' _he mouthed.

**Wade...**

"Walt."

The ZNN helicopter had been hovering about, capturing the entire chase on film. Seeing which car was hers on the television, Judy kept her eyes locked onto it, knowing Nick was at the wheel. It was not even a minute later when she noticed the sunroof of Bogo's car open gradually. It was soon confirmed by the snow leopard anchorwoman that two paws were reaching out, and someone was climbing out from inside.

Back in Francine's car, the chief glared down at the radio as if he were expecting it to answer him, personally. His concentration shattered when the elephant's voice hesitated in worry. "Uh, Chief?..." she shakily spoke.

"Not now, Francine!" he ordered, still glaring at the mic.

She pointed a large foot to the windshield. "Chief, you REALLY should look at this!"

"Fine. WHAT?" Bogo asked sternly as he finally looked up. As soon as his eyes found their target, his scornful expression turned nervous.

Wade stood backwards atop the moving squad car with his legs spread over the open sunroof, his eyes narrowed angrily underneath the black stetson hat he had just donned. His hands were paused at the hips while his fingers wiggled above the handles of both dart guns which were holstered at the side. As fun as this was, now was the time for business.

"That wasn't a very nice thing to say, Buffalo-wings!" he accusingly growled. Inside the car, he had kept the speed with cruise control and stabbed his sword into the gas pedal.

In one, solid motion, he gripped the gun handles tightly. Flipping both on each index finger, he crossed an arm over the other and held both weapons sideways, pointing them at his pursuers. He then began squeezing both triggers blindingly fast, one after the other.

"Bang!" he frantically counted. "Bang-Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang-Bang-Bang!"

With windshields being damaged and broken with flying needles, the persistent ZPD swerved to either side of the street in hopes of dodging the bombardment. Taking advantage of the opening, Officer Wilde drove into the middle and sped straight up to catch the rogue squad car. Wade's crazed shots continued until both guns produced nothing but empty clicks. Once Nick got close enough, he turned the steering wheel and rammed the back of the stolen vehicle. The sudden jolt made Wade nearly lose his lunch as he let out a girly squeal. Dropping back into the driver's position, he peered out the window just as Nick drove up alongside him.

"Pullover." Nick ordered, lowering his sunglasses to look him in the eye.

Chuckling, Wade pulled at his outfit so the former confox could see. "No, it's a spandex suit, but thanks for noticing." He flashed a mockingly kind smile.

Out of patience, and seeing how close they were getting to the city limits, Nick rammed the side of the squad car once again. Wade bared his teeth under the mask, seems this one wasn't going away anytime soon.

"You really shouldn't do that..." he warned in a growl, "I tend to ROAD RAGE!" Giving a violent jerk at the hilt of his sword, Deadpooch pulled the katana out of the gas pedal and turned it around, wielding it like a spear. With a bark of anger, he threw the blade down, successfully puncturing a front wheel in the other car.

The large cut had made steering nearly impossible. As he slammed hard on the brakes, Nick looked up to see a row of parked vehicles that awaited their owners by the entrance of Sahara Square. As a last attempt to keep the damage minimal, he roughly turned the wheel. However, the freshly popped tire knocked the car off-balance and it quickly began to flip.

In the apartment, Judy covered her mouth and gasped in horror as the news helicopter filmed the crash. Nick was successful in dodging the parked cars, but his was turned upside down on the curb and slid back, hitting a concrete wall. She shook her head fearfully, got up, and left as quickly as she could.

Luckily though, the seemingly violent crash was only a small scrape and Nick was safely hanging upside down thanks to the fastened seat belt. Groaning from disorientation, he managed to unbuckle himself and crawl out with minor bruises. Looking to the city limits, he could see Bogo's hijacked squad car racing out of sight. Though they were too late in stopping Wade, Nick's fellow officers were quick to help their comrade to his feet before teaming up to stand the car upright.

* * *

><p>Slowing his speed to the legal limit, Wade relaxed a bit, turning on the air conditioning. He removed his mask and allowed the crisp air to cool his ever-burning skin. Thanks to the original, unrefined, Night Howler compound, the chemical side effect never ceased to eat away at his skin all the while-<p>

"I think that's enough!" he cried, waving an arm spastically to stop. "Nobody likes spoilers."

Soon, after passing through the center square, Deadpooch finally had reached his destination. He reached below the passenger seat and found Bellwether's file, it must have fell during the chase. Opening it, he flipped through the criminal record and found he went in the exact opposite direction of the correct prison. She was actually held in the Tundratown Correctional Facility. Painting a mental picture of Nick, he quickly grew enraged, being sent the wrong way by the annoying fox.

Wade chuckled slightly in his manic anger before verbally exploding. "SON OF MY MOM!" He created a large dent in the roof through a well-placed punch.

Revving the engine, he pressed down forcibly on the gas and peeled out of the street. Though, to add to the crushing failure, the car had soon slowed to a stop in the middle of Mane Street. Apparently, it hadn't been refueled recently.

A long ways from the central square, a group of camels raced across the sandy terrain only to stop dead in their tracks. The loud, echoing sounds of angry yelling could've been heard with their ears. For those nearby, looks of confusion were etched on their faces as they saw the shaking car. The words most yelled from inside were random things like 'Flock' or 'Spit', and it seemed every time he mentioned them, he'd get even angrier and argue with himself.

* * *

><p><strong>Those darn language censors... what's a Deadpool that's rated PG? It's a bad day for Wades everywhere...<strong>


End file.
